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He left us dead.   Nor shall we question more.
Whether the soul of man be memory,
As Plato thought: we and posterity

Shall celebrate his name, and virtuous grow,                   45

Only in memory that he was so;
And on those terms we may seem yet to live,
Because he lived once, though we shall strive
To sigh away this seeming life so fast,
As if with us 'twere not already past.                                50

We then are dead, for what doth now remain
To please us more, or what can we call pain,
Now we have lost him? And what else doth make
Diff'rence in life and death, but to partake
Nor joy nor pain ?    O death, couldst not fulfil                  55

Thy rage against us no way but to kill
This Prince, in whom we hVd, that so we all
Might perish by thy hand at once, and fall
Under his ruin ?   Thenceforth though we should
Do all the actions that the living would,                           60

Yet we shall not remember that we live,
No more than when our mothers' womb did give
That life we felt not; or should we proceed
To such a wonder that the dead should breed,
It should be wrought to keep that memory,                     65

Which, being his, can therefore never die.
November 9, 1612.
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HERE lies King James, who did so propagate

Unto the world that blest and quiet state

Wherein his subjects liv'd, he seem'd to give

That peace which Christ did leave, and so did live

As once that King and Shepherd of his Sheep,                  5

That whom God saved here he seem'd to keep;

Till with that innocent and single heart,

With which he first was crown'd, he did depart

To better life.   Great Britain, so lament,

That strangers more than thou may yet resent                10

The sad effects, and while they feel the harm

They must endure from the victorious arm

Of our King Charles, may they so long complain,

That tears in them force thee to weep again.